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The T wO Noble Kfaftnct*. 

Should I try death by duftbns: I am mop’t, 

T ood tooke I none chefe two daies. 

Sipt fome wacer, I ‘have not clofd mine eyes 
Save when my lids fcowrd off their bine; ala-s 
Diffo'ue my life, Let not nav fence unfttrle 
Leaft I (hould drowne, or ftab ot hang my felfe, 

O ftate ofNtute, fade together in me. 

Since thy beft props are war f >t:So which way now ? 

T he belt way is,the next way to a grave : . 

Each e rant flop befide is torment. Loe 
The Moonc is dowrf,the Cryckets chirpe,the Schreichowle 
Cal. sin the dawne; all offices are done 
Save what I faile in: But the peine is this 
An end,and that is all. Exit, 

Scseuaj. Enter Arciteyoith AieatefVine^anA Files, 
i nsirc. i fliouid be neerc the place, hoa. Cofen P daman. 

Enter ‘palamon. 

Pal. Jr cite. 

Arc. The { :m":T ha ve brought you foode and file*. 
Gome forth and fcate not, hcr'esno 7 hefetu. 

PA, Nor none fo honeil tsircite. 
a Arc' that's no matter, 

Wee’l argue that hereafter: Come take courage. 

You fhall not dye thus bealtly.here Sir drinkc 
1‘know you are faint, cheu ;le taikefurcher withyou. 

Pal. ^4m/<?,thou imghtft.no w poyfonme. 

Arc. I might. 

But I muft Late you firft : Sit down?,as 1 good now 
No more ofiheie vaine parlies; let us not 
Having our anc ent reputation with us 
Make ta.kc for Fooies,andCo wards, To your health,&c» 
Pal. Doe, 

Arc. Pray fit downe thcn,and let me entreate you 
By all the honetty and honour in you, 

No raenffon of this veman,t*will difturbe us, 

We lhali have time enough. 

FaE Well Sir,Ilc pledge you, (blood man. 

eArc, Drinke a good hearty draught, it breeds gojjj^ 

' * :sXiZ <. .• 
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The Two N ohle Kinfmen , 

Doe not you feele it thaw you f 
<pal. Stay, lie till you after a draught ortwo more. 
jre. Spare it not, the Duke has more Guz:Eate now. 
Pal. Yes, 

Arc. I am glad you have fa goodaftomacb. 

Pal. I am gladder I have fo good meate too’C. 

Jrc.ls't not mad lodging, here in the wild woods Cofeti 
Pal. Yes, for then that have wilde Conferences. ( I fee, 
Jrc.HoYi tafts your vittailspyour hunger needs no fawce 
pal. Not much. 

Butifitdid, yours is too tart.’fyveete Cofenrwhat is this? 
Jrt. Venifon. 

Pal, Tis a lufly mcate s 

Giue me more wine; here Jr cite to the wenches 
We have known in our daies.The J.ord Stewards daughter 
poc you remember her ? 

Arc. After you Cuz, 

Pal. She lov’d a black-hairdman. 

Jrc. She did fo; well Sir. 

Pal. And I have heard fome call him Artite.% nd! 

Arc. Out with’t faith. 

Pal. She mer him in an Arbour: 

What did fhe there Cuz. ? play o’th virginals? 

Are. Something fhe did Sir. 

Pal. Made her groane a motieth for’tjor a, Of 3 .or ie« 
Arc. The Marfhals Sifter, 

Had her fbare too, as 1 remember Cofen, 

E]fe there be taj.es abrade, you’l pledge her t 
Pal. Yes. 

Arc. A pretty broune wench t’is-There wasa time 
When yong men went a hunting, and a wood. 

And a broade Beech: and thereby hangs a tale : heigh ho. 
Pal. For Emily my life; Foole 
Away with this ftxaind mirth;! fay againe 
Thatfigh was breathd for Smiln bale Cofen, 

Dafftthou breake firft ? 

Are. you are wide. 

fal. By heaven and earth, thet's nothing in thee honeft. 

G Arc. 


